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A lyre have placed they here for me to use.
I never learned to play upon its strings.
In truth I wish I had.   Thoughts come and go,
And in confused flight benumb my soul.
Sweet sounds may help them to a harmony.

0 handsome youth, so gentle and so kind,

1  in this late hour truly think of thee,
And with so evenly diffused a feeling
That in its folds no evil-doing lurks.

I wish thee well, rejoicing thou art far;

And if my voice could reach thee where thou art,

In greeting I should call: good-night!
Leander (appearing in the "background at the window*).

Good-night 1
Hero.

Ha! what is this?   Is't echo, thou, that speak'st?

Dost visit me here in my solitude?

Welcome, fair nymph, I greet thy coming!
Leander.

I greet thee, nymph!
Hero.

This is no echo, no!

A head!   Two arms!   A man here at the window!

He lifts himself, he comes!   He kneels upon the sill!

Stand back!   Lost art thou if I raise my voice.
Leander.

Grant me to tarry but a single moment!

The stones are crumbling underneath my feet.

If thou permitt'st not I must plunge below.

A little while, and gladly I climb back.

(He descends into the room.)
Hero.

Stand there, and stir not!   God-forsaken one,

What led thee hither?
Leander.

I beheld thy lightsings in a subdued
